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and Cascine forest, and passing away of Arno to-
wards the sunset.

In the city herself, the monasteries were still
inhabited, religiously and usefully; and in most
of them, as well as among the Franciscans at
Fesole, I was soon permitted to go wherever I
liked, and draw whatever I chose. But my time
was passed chiefly in the sacristy and choir of
Santa Maria Novella, the sacristy of Santa Crocey
and the upper passage of San Marco. In the
Acadernia I studied the Angelicos only, Lippi
and Botticelli being still far beyond me ; but
the Ghirlandajbs in the choir of Santa Maria,
Novella, in their broad masses of colour, com-
plied with the laws I had learned in Venice,,
while yet they swiftly and strictly taught me the
fine personalities of the Florentine race and art.
At Venice, one only knows a fisherman by his
net, and a saint by his nimbus. But at Florence,,
angel or prophet, knight or hermit, girl or god-
dess, prince or peasant, cannot but be what they
are, masque them how you will.

Nobody ever disturbed me in the Ghirlandajo
apse. There were no services behind the high
altar; tourists, even the most learned, had never
in those days heard Ghirlandajo's name; the
sacristan was paid his daily fee regularly whether
he looked after me or not The lovely chapel,
with its painted windows and companies of oldamount of good advice which he gives-
